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and you wrote it three months ago. This letter will be submarined,
and then it is all over for another three years.
It always seemed to me that your eyes would prevent all service
for you, and that in consequence you might preserve your con-
tinuity. For myself, I have been so violently uprooted and
plunged so deeply into a job too big for me, that everything feels
unreal. I have dropped everything I ever did, and live only as a
thief of opportunity, snatching chances of the moment when and
where I see them. My people have probably told you that the
job is to foment an Arab rebellion against Turkey, and for that I
have to try and hide my frankish exterior, and be as little out of
the Arab picture as I can. So it's a kind of foreign stage, on which
one plays day and night, in fancy dress, in a strange language,
with the price of failure on one's head if the part is not well filled.
You guessed rightly that the Arab appealed to my imagination.
It is the old, old civilisation, which has refined itself clear of house-
hold gods, and half the trappings which ours hastens to assume.
The gospel of bareness in materials is a good one, and it involves
apparently a sort of moral bareness too. They think for the
moment, and endeavour to slip through life without turning
corners or climbing hills. In part it is a mental and moral fatigue,
a race trained out, and to avoid difficulties they have to jettison so
much that we think honourable and grave: and yet without in
any way sharing their point of view, I think I can understand it
enough to look at myself and other foreigners from their direction,
and without condemning it. I know Fm a stranger to them, and
always will be: but I cannot believe them worse, any more than I
could change to their ways.
This is a very long porch to explain why I'm always trying to
blow up railway trains and bridges instead of looking for the Well
at the World's End. Anyway these years of detachment have cured
me of any desire ever to do anything for myself. When they untie
my bonds I will not find in me any spur to action. However
actually one never thinks of afterwards: the time from the be-
ginning is like one of those dreams which seems to last for aeons,
and then you wake up with a start, and find that it has left nothing
in your mind. Only the different thing about this dream is that
so many people do not wake up in this life again.